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Susan, threatening to shoot her. The gun was loaded—
he had believed it unloaded—the full charge of shot went
into the wall, very near my Mother's head, as she stood
within a few feet of her cousin. Cousin Henry was almost
distracted at the thought of the risk she had run. It was
a rule of my Grandfather's that every gun carried by the
sportsmen should be discharged before it was brought into
the house. But on that occasion the rule had been care-
lessly broken.
We had not been long settled in Beach Street when the
yellow fever broke out in New York. Everybody who
could left the city. Our father rented a country-house at
Turtle Bay, several miles out of town at that day. It
belonged to Mrs. Winthrop, a charming old lady. I re-
member driving frequently down the Avenue to the dif-
ferent shops, and the Post-Office, all of which had been
moved out of town, into the many villas which lined the
unpaved road. The fever was confined to the lower part
of the city. A high board fence had been built, I think
near Pearl Street, shutting off the infected district, which
was entirely deserted. A young man of one of the promi-
nent families—I forget which—thought he would take a
look at the deserted region. He went to the fence, and,
climbing up, looked over the deserted streets for a while.
Within a few days he was taken ill with the fever and
died. While we were at Turtle Bay our dear little brother
Fenimore was taken ill from the effects of teething. As
soon as the city was declared safe we returned to Beach
Street. There Fenimore became rapidly worse, and in	
he died, to the great grief of our parents.
While we were living in Beach Street your Grand-
father became interested in a newspaper edited by his
friend Colonel Gardenier, one of his military friends.

